BOSTON'S   LITERARY   MEN

had closed over both.    That was a sort of melancholy
pilgrimage rather than a visit to Longfellow's home.

Oliyer Wendell Holmes seemed to have stepped into
existence out of his own book, 'The Autocrat of the
Breakfast Table/ or * The Autocrat of the Breakfast
Table' seemed to have formed the very "being and soul
of Oliver Wendell Holmes. I never knew an author
and a book so thoroughly identified with one another.
To hear Wendell Holmes talking one might have
thought he was spinning new fanciful passages for his
delightful book; and he could talk away upon any
subject on the spur of the moment, and spin fancies
about it and around it dreamily, as if he were an im-
provisatore playing with some congenial subject for the
joy of an enraptured audience. Anything could set him
talking if he was in a mood for talk, and yet he always
seemed to be inspiring the talk of others rather than
carrying on the discourse himself. I have met numbers
of dull men who seemed to monopolise the conversation
in a way that Wendell Holmes never did, and yet I
have never heard a man who seemed more capable of
holding a company in fascination by his talk. He did
not seem to me to be so closely identified with any other
of his books as with ' The Autocrat of the Breakfast
Table,' In fi Elsie Venner,' for instance, there are pas-
sages in which Holmes seems to have gone for the time
out of Ms own individuality and found a peculiar and a
bolder imagination. There was a world of kindliness in
his tones and in the glances of Ms eyes, as there was in
the pressure of his hand. After I came to know him I
never could visit Boston, even for a few hours, without
making it a sort of loving duty, a kind of sentimental
journey, to find out that long walk on Boston Common
which he has made immortal in his 6 Autocrat of the
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